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A New S ON G, to the Old Tune of Chevy Chaſe. 


# > Od Proiper long our Noble King, 
Our Hopes and Withes all, 
” A fail Landing late there did 
In Dewonſhire beftal. 


"drive our Monarch from his Throne, 


Prince Naſo took his way ; 

1 i: Babe may rue thar's newly born, 
Fhe Landing at Torhay. 

The {tubborn Tarquin void of Grace, 
A Vow to Hell docs makc, 

To force nis Father Abdicatc, 
And then his Crown to take. 

And cke the Roval Infam-Prince 
t'o feizc or drive away ; 

4 eſe Tidings to our Sovereign came, 
ln 7/ouehball where he lay. 

+ 110 unconcern'd at the Report, 
-\r firſt would not believe, 

# har any of his Royal Race 
Such Miſchiefs could conceive. 


"11! Time which ripens all Things, did 


The Villany dilſcioſe ; 
nd of a Nephew and a Son 
-org d out the worſt of Foes: 
VY ho by Infernal Inſtinct led, 
4 Mighty Ficer prepares, 
iiis Farher's Kingdoms ro Invade, 
And fill his Kcart with Carcs. 
Our Gracious King deſires to know 
What his Pretentions were, 
And how without his leave he durlt 
.*retume on Landing here. 


»>tlaring what was decm'd amils 
. Should ſoon amended be. 

\nd wharſo'cr ſhould be detir'd, 
: He would thereto agree. 

And for a ipredy Parliament 


-He doth torthwith declare : 
i 


With ſeveral Thouſand Belgick Boors; 
Ali choſen Rogues for 1pight, 

Join'd wich fome Rebels who from hence 
And Juſtice had ta'ne flight. 

Wuhoarm'd with Malice and with Hopes 
Soon threw themielves on Shore; ; 

Crying our Religio1 and our Laws 
They came for to reſtore. 

Then Declarations flew about 
As thick as an” Hail, 

W hich(tno no ord wase're made good) 
Did mightily prevail. 

We mult be Papilſts or be Slaves 
Was then the General Cry ; 

Bur we'll do any thing to ſave 
Our Darling Liberty. 

Well all join with a Forreign Prince, 

_ Agaualt our Lawtul King ; 

For hc trom ail our fancy'd Fears 

Dcitverance doth bring, 


And it what he deciarcs prove truey 
As who knows but it may ; 

Were he the Devil of a Prince 
We'll rather him obey. 


Then our Allegiance let's caſt off, 
James ſhail no longer guide us ; 
And tho tizce French would bridic us 

None bur the Dutch ſhall ride us. 


And thoſe who will not join with us 
In this Defign ſoBrave, 

Their Houtes well pull down of burn, 
And ſeize on what they have. 


Theſe growing Evils to prevent; 
Our King, 1s Force docs bend ; 
Bur amongit thoſe he moſt did truſt 

He ſcarce had lett one Friend. 


O how my very Heart does bleed, 
To think how bate.y they 
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. þ nd thoſe to whom he'c 


een MO 
And greateſt Favours ſhown, 
Appcar d to be the very firſt 


Who ſoughr him to Dethrone. 


O Compton ! Lan#ſton ! and rhe reſt 
W ho baſely from him ran ; 

Yor Names for ever be accurſt 
By every Eng:iſh man. 

Proud Tarquin he purſes his Game, 
And quickly makes it plain, 

He came not to redreſs our \V rongs, 
But EnZland's Crown to gain. 

And ore his Father's mangled Fame, 

' His Charriot proudly drives, 

Whilſt he good Man, altho in vain, 
To pacify him ſtrives: 

But he Ingrateful ! would not hear 
His Ofters tho ſo kiad, 

Bur caus'd the Noble Mecflenger 
Forthwith to be confin'd. 


He brings his naſty Croaking Crew 
Unto his Father's Gate, 

Diſmiſt his own, makes rhem his Guard, 
O diſmal Turn of Fare ! 


Alfo at Midnight drives him thence, 
O horrid Impious ring ! 

Were fuch Aftronts crc ottcr'd to 
A Farhcr and a King. 

A King fo Great ! ſo Good ! ſo Juſt! 
So Mecrcitul to all! 

His Vertue was his only Fault, 
And that which caus'd his Fall. 


W ho now is forc'd his Lite to ſave 
To fly his native Land, ; 
And leave his Scepter to be grasp d 

By an ungracio!'s Hand. 


Hells Journey-m«u are ſtreight conven'd, 
Who rob God f his Power, 


ind, 


Ser up themſelves a Stork-like King, 
The SubjetEts ro devour. 


And to ſecure his Lawleſs Throne, 
Now give him all we have, 


And make each Free-born Engliſh Ficart 


e Dar, the Pulpit, anc re! 
Infatuouſly combine 

To cry up a Uſurped Power, 
And ſtamp it Right Divine. | 

Our Loyalty we muſt melt down 
And have it coin'd anew, 

For what was currear heretofort, 
Will now no longer do. 


Our Fettcrs we our Sclvcs put on, 
. Our Selves,' our Scelves do bubble ; 
Our Conſcience a meer Pack-horſe make, 
Which now muſt carry doublc. 


O England ! when to future T imes 
Thy Story ſhall be known, 
How will they bluſh tothink whatCrimes 
Their Anceſtors have done. 


But after all, what have we got 
By this our dear-bought King ? 
Whyv ! that our Scandal and Reproach 
Throughout the W or!d docs ring. 


That our Religion, Liberties, 
And Laws we held fo dear, 

Arc more Invadcd lince this Change 
Than ever yet they were. 

Our Coffers drain'd, our Coin impair'd, 
Thar little that remains ; 

Our Perſons ſeiXd,nay Thou#hts arraign d. 
Our Freed ;m now 15 Chains. 

Our Traffick ruin'd, Shipping loſt, 
Our T raders moſt undone, 

Our braveſt Hero's ſacrinc'd, 
Our ancicat Glory gone. 

A Fatal Coſtly War cntail'd, 
On this unhappy Ulc ; 

Unleſs above whar we deſerve, 
Kind Heaven at laſt dovs ſmile. 

And bring our Injur'd Monarca Home, 
And Place Him on his Throne , 

And to Confuſion bring his Facs 
Which God £rant may be ſoon. 
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he ſurly Brute not minding this 
Does to our Coaſt repair. 
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Who long had caten Royal Bread,  B -þ Slave. 
Their Maſter did hw ; _ |. TA Beg ick SLAVE 
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